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curiosity in his fellow-passengers, he might, in my absence, pounce
on it and help himself to papers which were of more use to me
than they ever could be to any one else. It was strange how easily
I succumbed to distrust. Never before in all my journeyings in
the country had I experienced a similar feeling. But Prague was
full of tales about the far-flung spy system of the Henleinist
organization, particularly among foreign journalists, and I was on
my way to a city which had been a hotbed of Henleinist intrigue.
To make sure I could tell whether my suitcase had been opened,
I tied it in a certain way with a strap to my typewriter. Then I
left for the restaurant car.

There were more attendants than customers in the car. The
menu was as varied as in normal times and the car was as neat
and orderly as always. I ate hurriedly and returned to my com-
partment. On entering I saw that my typewriter and suitcase
were exactly as I had left them. The strap had been untouched
and I reproached myself for yielding so readily to suspicion, even
in such a troubled moment.

" Goin* to Carlsbad?" said the man in my compartment. He
spoke Czech with a thick accent,

*' Yes," I said. There was nothing in his appearance to give me
a clue as to his identity. He too it seemed found the tension
unbearable, so he started to talk about his troubles. He was a
German, married to a Czech woman. His home was in Carlsbad,
and he worked in Prague for a firm with headquarters in Carlsbad.
He always went home week-ends. This might be his last trip
home; or he might be shut off there for months, years, for ever.
Such an insane world; he didn't know what to make of it. If
war came, Carlsbad would be levelled to the ground, hardly a
person in it would be left alive. The civilian population would
launch into a war of its own, more sanguinary than the fighting
of regular troops. Czechs and Germans who were Democrats,
Socialists or Communists, would battle it out with the Henleinists;
everybody knew that both sides had hidden arsenals in or outside
of the city. Yes, there would be a double war, at the front and
in the rear; by die time it was finished Carlsbad would be a heap
of smouldering embers and rotting corpses. Madness,-wasn't it?
What was he to do? He had a home in Carlsbad; all his savings